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It is important that Artists are paid for their work. Funding received from the 
Arts Council of Ireland Literature Project Award and Limerick Culture & Arts 
Office means that all contributors to the Collected Works are paid as per Poetry 
Ireland and Visual Artists Ireland payment guidelines. Additionally, all rights to 
written and visual works remain with the originators. 
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Siobhan Potter is a verbal artist based in Limerick, Ireland. 
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POEMS 


‘The Blue Note 

‘The Frog 

Cocooned for the Covid 

A Metal Heart 

Stalled 

Long Fellow 

Last Day of a Short Trip to France 


Outside Benches and Chairs, Enough 
for 28 People 


Me (Here is what I remember) 
... And Sweet 

On the Dublin Train 
Conversation 

Going 

Cracked Eggs 


Somewhere in the Long Grass a Pygmy 


Shrew is Contemplating Life 
Funeral During Covid 
Antennae of the Listening 
Toothache and the Hoohah 
November in Berlin 

Flutter 

Failte 

Seaside Fools 


Cait O’Neil McCullagh 
Janet Harper 

Jack Grady 

Pratibha Castle 

Moyra Donaldson 
Michael Durack 


Greg Crowley 


John Pinschmidt 
Fin Hall 
Fiona Clark Echlin 


Matt Mooney 

Ruth Marshall 
Michael Corrigan 
Anne Walsh Donnelly 


Sinéad McClure 
Susan Millar DuMars 
John W. Sexton 
Kathryn Crowley 
Marie Studer 

Jeff Kaliss 

Tim Cunningham 


Brian Kirk 


SoS A KR N 


10 
12 
14 


16 
18 
20 


22 
24 
26 
28 


30 
32 
34 
36 
38 
40 
42 
44 


You Pretend Nothing is Wrong 
Bamboo Who 

Surge 

Terrarium 


Hey Jung Do You Want to be Exposed 
in a Freudian Slip 


Laws of Attraction 

On Meeting My Twelve-Year-Old Self 
The Implicated 

Silver Spoon 

Excerpt from “The Book of Salt” 
Sionnach 

Miles Away 

Usehistories 016 

...the worst 

I Saw a Sparrow in the Sky 
Swan Exposé 

Age of Innocence 

Heron 

The Anglerfish 

And She Flew 

Requirements 


What’s Gone Missing in this Age 
of Satellites & Viruses 


Rachel Coventry 
Bryan Franco 
Phil Lynch 

Jan Claire Starkey 


Majella Haugh 
Joe Healy 

Morag Anderson 
Kevin Higgins 
Emma Jo Black 
Ciaran O’Rourke 
Fergus Hogan 
Sean Smith 

Tony Humbleyard 
Siobhan Potter 
Jessica Brown 
Dror Seifer 
Frances Browner 
Fred Johnston 
Kim Ports Parsons 


Lauren O’Donovan 


Ciaran O’Driscoll 


‘Tayve Neese 


EDITOR’S NOTE 


In selecting poems to include in the anthology Not the Time to be Silent: Collected 
Works, we were concerned as editors to let poetry continue its business, ignoring 
the Pandemic, but we were also looking for work in which the ‘negative capability’ 
of poetry responded to the negativity of COVID-19, offering its cathartic and 
healing powers. 

My co-editor, Tayve Neese, has identified the ‘globalising’ effect of virtual 
technology which enabled actual poetry readings to be ‘changed utterly’ and 
continue in a transformed state: what before were largely local events (with invited 
readers from not too far away) now became more widespread in the locations and 
diverse in the backgrounds of their participants. As a result, this anthology contains 
within its pages a broad geographical and cultural spectrum. 

‘There are poems here which hit me with a memorable phrase: ‘My loving 
wife, my partner in this place/Will lie with me till breakfast and till bone.’ Tim 
Cunningham gives a scathing critique of how Irish society and the world have 
treated immigrants. Rachel Coventry hears her mother talk constantly of ‘the other 
house’. An urban fox accuses an early morning revenant of adultery. The irony of 
being ‘Cocooned for the Covid’ is that ‘to save lives, you’re told to stay at home.’ 
‘There’s a vibrant sonnet to a frog in these pages. Joe Healy watches water flowing 
up the windshield as he drives to visit one, and later the other of two former 
girlfriends. I enjoyed the sheer self-satirical fun of Moyra Donaldson's ‘Stalled’ 
and the tenderness of Cait O'Neill McCullagh’s poem of love that surpasses ‘the 
flattened curve of grief.’ 

‘These are just some of the pleasures, consolations, pathos, insights, rages and 
sometimes sheer glee, which we found and gathered together for Not the Time to 
be Silent: Collected Works. 


—Ciaran O’Driscoll 


EDITOR’S NOTE 


We've swaddled ourselves from the pandemic. Across the globe, out of necessity, 
we've receded into our homes and further into the labyrinth of our own minds. 
Even poet and artist introverts felt the initial weight of isolation. In response, 
technology, often disparaged, began to weave its compassionate web. As human 
touch and human presence were sucked into COVID’s vacuum, satellites and fiber 
optics expanded the possibility of connection. 

Siobhan Potter’s online reading series, Not the Time to be Silent, provided a 
refuge of warmth and a space for our primal need to share spoken word around the 
fire by way of screen and blue light. This anthology is an artifact of an in-person 
event, and all poets included were either featured or open-mic readers whose 
works were flint, their poems, spark. The poets included are various. ‘There are 
established poets, emerging poets, lyricists, humorists, satirists, storytellers, and 
spoken-word artists. Not only is this anthology diverse in its aesthetic, it’s also 
diverse in its geography. Poets ‘zoomed’ in from Asia, Australia, Canada, Ireland, 
Scotland, the UK and the United States, all of us leaning on poetry as a balm for 
unprecedented seclusion and self-quarantine. 

As Bertolt Brecht wrote, “Will there also be singing?/Yes, there will be singing./ 
About the dark times.” It follows that this collection, for which the dark times were 
a catalyst, includes several poems about the virus’s impact and how we navigate 
impossible loss and grief. In Susan Millar DuMars’‘Funeral During Covid, we see 
that even how we grieve is transformed: “Parked cars I'd thought empty, I looked 
again / saw mourners sitting, staring straight ahead / as though at a drive-in.” 

Still, the virus did not, and will not, impede our fullness of human experiences as 
we continued to adapt, celebrate, and live. Many poems included gravitate toward 
resilience, such as Matt Mooney’s ‘On the Dublin Train,’ in which he writes, 
‘despite the mask that mugs her /[until] she fills the carriage for us / with the 
exuberance of youth/ gushing like bottled-up champagne.’ Other poems explore 
our ‘normal’ human frailties and some even manage to get a bit cheeky and lean 
into the joy of expression. Take this title, by Majella Haugh: ‘Hey Jung Do You 
Want to be Exposed in a Freudian Slip.’ 

Ciaran O'Driscoll and I wanted to balance the full spectrum of living with 
pandemic poems for this collection. I think we’ve achieved that. It is, after all, 
what poetry does exploring every nook and cranny of the human psyche, and not 
even a pandemic can stop that. 


—Tayve Neese 


Cait O’Neil McCullagh writes at home in Easter Ross, Scotland. 
In December 2020, poems first peeled from her and Not The Time 
To Be Silent was the oasis at which she shared them. She has since 
had poems published in The Banyan Review, Northwords Now, 
Drawn to the Light and elsewhere. 


‘The Blue Note 


Hopeful for the summer 

that you always bring 

I take the heat of your hand 

to my neck, to my mouth 

T lift the blood-warm calf’s milk 
cupped from a can 

and in the tides before us 
Rathlin drifts to dawn 


I lean into the lean legs of you 

to listen as you tell it to me 

that music of the blue note 

the flattened curve of grief 

it keens at our hearts 

and you say ‘it is there 

in the wail of Blind Willie Johnson 
or when Ella tilts the chin 


lifts open her eyes to sing’ 


Ella looking to Duke 

your eyes on me 

and they are love-singing 

the nearness of you 

‘I feel it too,’ I whisper 

just this brief trespass of words 
and you and the milk 

sweet on my lips 


Janet Harper has lived in London since 1990. Her work teaching 
and supporting students in community and higher education 
has been all about finding the right words. Her poetry has been 
published in print and online publications including Ink, Sweat 
and Tears and the Morning Star. She is currently Poet in Residence 
with Pear Necessities, an organic pear orchard in Kent. 


‘The Frog 


sits black, green, serene, still on the edge of 
water, staring, cool contemplating this 

refuge or risk, what pleasure taken in 

dark, damp silence, thriving thick with algae. 
Frog licks quick and flicks a long elastic 
tongue to catch a flying, juicy, lacey 

bug then sits, waits, listening quietly 

to the message hanging in the air, 

that life depends on other life to be 

alive today, survive and multiply, the grub, 
the writhing maggot underneath, the dirt 
that’s full of endings, that if the wet dries up, 
the threat that frog’s been waiting for will come, 


all breath, all leap, all spawn, all will be done. 


Jack Grady is a founder of the Mayo-based Ox Mountain Poets. 
His poetry has been published in more than a dozen countries and 
in several languages. He has read at festivals in Morocco, Portugal, 


Spain, Russia, and Belgium. His collection Resurrection (Lapwing, 
2017) was nominated for the T:S. Eliot Prize. 


Cocooned for the Covid 


It doesn’t matter 

that you ran in the Dublin marathon 

and finished in fifth place 

or that you're able to leg-press 

six hundred kilograms in five sets of ten reps. 

Nor would the chief medical officer in NPHET care 
that you rode a bison in Oklahoma and then roped a steer 
or that you challenged and outpaced all six bulls 

as they rampaged through Pamplona’s streets 

in the encierro of 2009 and then again in’19 

or that since the pandemic began 

you've worn gloves and a mask and surpassed 

social distance requirements 

despite the efforts of others to invade your space 

or that you rushed not long ago into a burning house 
to rescue a dog from the flames 

after first saving a toddler thrown into your arms 
from a window in the loft 

or that a week before the lockdown you disarmed 

a knife-wielding robber at Costcutter or Spar 

and then performed life-saving CPR 

on a heart-attack victim in the queue at An Post 

or that you resuscitated a would-be suicide 

you pulled out of the Moy on Christmas Eve 

or that you've applied the Heimlich manoeuvre 

on so many occasions you'd be embarrassed to admit 
the numbers saved by your knowledge, strength, and speed. 


None of that counts — you're seventy years old. 


To save lives, you're told to stay home. 


Pratibha Castle’s award-winning debut pamphlet is 4 Triptych 
of Birds and A Few Loose Feathers (Hedgehog Poetry Press) 2022. 
Highly commended and long-listed in competitions including 
Bridport Prize 2021, Welsh Poetry, Gloucestershire Poetry Society 
competitions, her work appears in Agenda, HU, Blue Nib, IST, One 
Hand Clapping and mote. 


A Metal Heart 


That lilac day, Miss Durante’s 
cinnamon scented hand disciplined 
my stumbling bash at Fir Elise, 
tapped with the metronome’s 


metal beat on her Monet swirl knee 


while a Persian draped 
about her neck 

like a furry shawl 

spied through slitted eyes, 


its purr a sputtering ground bass. 


A smile skeined the crescent 

of her rosy lips. My heart, hungering 
for the power of wild things, to soar 
beyond the bony prison of my ribs, 


loosed a panther’s howl. 


Moyra Donaldson is a poet and creative writing facilitator from 
Co. Down, NI. She has published nine collections of poetry. Her 
most recent, Bone House, was published by Doire Press in April 
2021. In 2019, she received a Major Individual Artist award from 
the Arts Council of Northern Ireland. 


Stalled 


All night long stuck 
in one frame of a dream 
neither forward nor back 


until my stick legs stop; 


resin hardens around me 
and a chorus of hounds 
sings, voice on voice down 


to one and up again to many. 


Years ago I found myself 
ona market stall in Krakow, 
all fossilised and ambered 
and set into a silver brooch. 


How could I resist. I paid 
my zloty, pinned myself 
to my collar; drank down 


six flavours of vodka. 


10 


Michael Durack lives in County Tipperary. His work features in 
journals such as The Blue Nib, The Honest Ulsterman, and Poetry 
Ireland Review. Publications include a memoir, Saved to Memory: 
Lost to View (2016) and two poetry collections, Where It Began 
(2017) and Flip Sides (2020) from Revival Press. 
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Long Fellow 


His picture not framed there on the wall 

beside the Sacred Heart, the Virgin and JFK, 
invisible but ubiquitous like a secular Holy Ghost. 
‘The papers showed us the thin ascetic face, 

and radio the thin, exotic, ex-cathedra voice 

of that soldier, statesman, rebel, reactionary. 


Love him or loathe him, there was no in-between. 

‘The bile of his accusers who pinned on him the blame 

for Partition, Civil and Economic War 

and mocked his vision of a dreamy Arcadia 

peopled with comely maidens and athletic youths 

washed off us like water from a duck’s shoulders, 

as did the jibes about his less than immaculate conception— 


bastard son of a Barcelona piccolo player, or worse. 


In our house he was prophet and patriot, 
champion of the underdog, 
the ones of little property and none. 


He put imperious Churchill in his place. 


I saw De Valera twice up close, 

the first time a pentecostal visitation 

at a rally on The Green in Killaloe. 

Years later a feeble god with feet of clay 

leaning on the arm of an aide-de-camp 

at the entrance to a church on Merchant’s Quay. 
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Greg Crowley returned to writing after working in the Irish public 
service for more years than he considers healthy. He has had work 
published in the zine He/loGoodbyeApocalypse and publication of 
further work is due in The Irish Literary Supplement. He lives in 
Galway but continues to express undying loyalty to his place of 
birth, Waterford. 
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Last Day of a Short Trip to France 
after Gyorgi Petri 
(i.m. James Crowley, Peter Larkin and Thomas McCrory) 


Now only birdsong is a hint of dawn 
Now only birdsong outweighs the silence 
Now only birdsong 

Light brings some balance 
seeps pale yellow by a curtain’s edge, drawn 
with tired eyes, eyes tired now, only a frown 
for the phone’s alarm 

Now only the pungence 

of ramsons and musty hay, innocence 


of mist as it drifts on the hotel lawn 


Now only coffee, then the weary bones 
will lift flesh through the coach’s door, unload 
the textures of a visit with the dead 


Now only the monuments and headstones 


Now only the metal placed by the road 
Now only the fields, blowing green, not red 
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John Pinschmidt (b. 1947) is a retired American high school 
English teacher. He lives in Herbertstown, County Limerick 
with his wife Teasie in her family’s stone farmhouse. He was 
second in Limerick’s 2009 Cuisle International Poetry Festival 


Slam. His poetry collection, Maiden Voyage, was published by 
Revival Press in 2014. 
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Outside Benches and Chairs, Enough 
for 28 People 


Every April I take out the oak, redwood, pine and metal 
Benches and picnic tables and chairs I overwintered 

In the barn, cowhouse and pumphouse, 

And they look lovely in the backyard, 

New-kitchen terrasse, and near the apple trees. 


But this April only the two of us sit on any of them 


As we're cocooned from the Coronavirus 
Until better times return and people visit us again. 
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Fin Hall is a published and performance poet. He has headlined 
Zoom shows as well as live ones. He hosts Like A Blot From The 
Blue, both live and online. Hall has made several films, and he 
runs Joined Up Writing, a long-term collaborative work with over 
300 people. Currently he is editing a book of 70 poems by writers 
aged over 70. 
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Me (Here is what I remember) 


All day I sit and stare 

I look out the window 

‘The birds pecking in the dead leaves 

Looking for... 

I see a big green, what are they called? 

Drive by. 

People sitting inside 

Looking out the window 

Looking at me. 

Someone comes and stands beside my chair 
‘Takes my arm and leads me to the... 

I am sat down and given things in my hand to eat with 
I like mashed potatoes. 

And those wee green things. 

I am moved back to my seat at the window 

‘The birds pecking in the dead... 

Looking for insects. 

Someone takes my arm and... 

I am sat in a big seat, I sit 

Someone arrives, and talks to me. They say things. 
I say “I want to see my mother.” 

“You are not my son, where is my son.” 

Ah, it’s James, my grandchild. 

“Why are you with this strange man, why aren't you with my son?” 
“Your dad won't be happy with you.” 

“Who are you?” 

‘They leave. 

Someone takes my arm. 

I sit by the window. 


I see... Look, there is a bus 
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Fiona Clark Echlin was born in London and has lived and worked 
in many countries. A well-known storyteller and editor, she is also 
an award-winning playwright and poet. Fiona runs workshops 
in creative writing and public speaking and is on the board of 
directors at the Limerick Writers’ Centre. She lives in Co. Clare 
and is currently writing a novel. 
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... And Sweet 
With apologies to Solomon Grundy and Macbeth 


Let’s heed our ruthless editors’ advice 

And keep it short, like Grundy’s candle, brief. 
An hour onstage, the actors cast their dice, 
Though chancy outcomes still hold unseen grief. 
‘The quicker way the better for a birth, 

And Christening? Best do it, just in case! 

The week from Monday surely leads to earth, 
And Limbo’s far too long, so up the pace. 

On Wednesday he’s married, far to go 

It seems, but Thursday finds him feeling ill. 
‘There’s no advantage gained by being slow, 
Yet Solomon takes three whole days to kill. 
‘No Time to Die’? Let’s not go on and on— 


By Sunday all our yesterdays are gone. 
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Matt Mooney is a native of Galway living in Listowel. His six 
collections of poems are: Droving, Falling Apples, Earth to Earth, 
The Singing Woods, Steering by the Stars and Eali. 

Winner of The Padraig Liath O Conchubhair Award 2019, he is 
the Deputy Editor of The Galway Review. 
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On the Dublin Train 


Free from dreariness at last, 
from the Covid lockdown 

and its damned outrages 

on our minds and bodies; 
listening to the even rhythm 
of iron wheels on rails 

and the swings and rattles 

of the speeding train 

in haste from station to station 
as we view the countryside 
comfortably together. 

There’s joie de vivre in the air, 
coming from a trio now on-board 
since Limerick Junction, 

a young lady in blue jeans 

her knees fashionably exposed, 
engrossed in two young gents 
happily accompanying her; 

her laughter in wave after wave 
spreads the brightness of her soul 
despite the mask that mugs her 
until she fills the carriage for us 
with the exuberance of youth— 


gushing like bottled-up champagne. 
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Ruth Marshall is a Scottish poet, storyteller, and crafter living in 
rural Co. Clare. Her poetry is published in journals and anthologies 
in Ireland and the UK. Thanks to a Munster Literature Centre 
Mentoring Fellowship with Grace Wells in 2021, she has her first 
collection ready for publication. 
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Conversation 


We look at each other and a vessel forms between us. 
It is no illusion, but a container we create 
when we look into another's eyes. 
All our words flow from that cup, 
pouring, easy as liquid. 

We may see things 
differently but, 
if we are willing, 
we can drink 
from this cup 
of partnership 
as if it were 
a communion 
vessel, and some day, 
we may even realise 


this is exactly what it is. 
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Michael Corrigan’s poems have been rejected by some of the best 
magazines and journals around. He has also been nominated for 
The Pushcart Prize (USA) and The Forward Poetry Prize (best 
individual poem) UK. He has spent the pandemic doing wild and 
reckless things with his hair. 
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Going 


Dusk quietens and I navigate the narrow stairs, 
small bed beneath a snow sloped roof— 

outside, an owl, moon-eyed and silky, 

gliding smoothly to her next appointment. 
Snug in my nautilus shell of sleep, 

I drift out through the skylight 

up into a sea of stars 

to deep dive the ghost reefs, 


those sunken wrecks of night. 
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Anne Walsh Donnelly was recently appointed as the Poet Laureate 
for the town of Belmullet in Co Mayo. Her full-length poetry 
collection, Odd as F*ck, was published in May 2021 by Fly on the 


Wall Poetry Press who also published her poetry chapbook, The 
Woman With An Owl Tattoo. 
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Cracked Eggs 


Delight in the meeting 


of your lover’s eyes. 


Dont linger too long. 


‘The frame of your being 


will shake and buckle 
if overdosed with ecstasy 


or agony. Hold an egg 
of joy in one hand, 


egg of sorrow in the other. 
Crack their shells, 


drop them into your heart, 


feel it rise, fluffy and light 


with the perfect texture 
to truly savour life. 
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Sinéad McClure’s writing is published on radio, in print and 
online journals including; Crossways Magazine, Meat for Tea, Live 
Encounters, Poethead, Drawn to the Light Press, The Cormorant, 
Dodging the Rain, A New Ulster, StepAway Magazine, Sonder 
Magazine, Tiny Spoon, The Poetry Bus, Vox Galvia, Ink Sweat & 
Tears, the Ekphrastic Review, O Bhéal Five Words and RTEjr radio. 
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Somewhere in the Long Grass a Pygmy Shrew 
is Contemplating Life 


And she is hiding out here 

grateful for the respite 

of a short attention span. 

Nibbling a woodlouse 

she wonders how much more she'll have to eat 
to stay alive today, 

more than her bodyweight again? 
Maybe she’ll stride out purposefully, 
give herself up to the hawk 

or raise a tiny fist at an owl. 

She stares at the Heberden’s nodes 
standing out on her knuckles 

—even rodents get arthritis 

in the mid-months of their life. 

She knows she’s just a speck 

on her patch of grass, 

thinks fleetingly beyond this field 

where terror lives. 

Sounds and sights not meant for shrews. 
Dreams fly her there 

and nightmares bring her back. 

Hot and then cold. 

A memory of the autumn rain 

beating sharply against 

her naked children 

as she caravans them to safety, tail to teeth. 
A feat carried out less these days 

as each slow second passes. 
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Susan Millar DuMars has published five collections with Salmon 
Poetry; the most recent, Naked: New and Selected, in 2019. A grant 
from the Irish Arts Council is permitting her to complete her 
second book of short stories. Susan and her husband coordinate 
the Over the Edge readings in Galway. 
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Funeral During Covid 


Yesterday I passed the Sacred Heart; 

little church drowning in its big car park. 

It rained — how many words do the Irish 
need for rain? Hard. Like it wouldn't 

stop. Yet men knelt in mud. 

Women bowed heads under bright umbrellas. 
Parked cars I’d thought empty, I looked again 
saw mourners sitting, staring straight ahead 


as though at a drive-in. 


‘The voice of the priest was flattened like tin 

by the tannoy; it carried as far 

as the trolley bay of the supermarket 

next door, where some shielded, paced, smoked. 


As we commit our sister to the earth... 
And there in the rain among strangers, 
I released my grief-drunk heart, 


let it hurt as much as it hurt 


as the longing stretches longer. 
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John W. Sexton's seventh poetry collection, Visions at Templeglantine, 
came out in 2021 from Revival Press. A chapbook of surrealist poetry, 
Inverted Night, was published by SurVision Books in 2019. He was 
awarded a Patrick and Katherine Kavanagh Fellowship in Poetry 
in 2007. The World Under the World is forthcoming from Salmon. 
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Antennae of the Listening 


‘The green barley darts we threw at other children, 

and the barley darts they threw at us, nobody 

could hear. Their subtle unscrewing of the air 

was audible only to the things of the air: 

the antennae of wasps on the wing, silken 

chutes of spiders chancing the lottery of the sky, 

the unscrewed burrs of the air itself, falling 

in unseen spirals to the meadows, rivers, woods. 

Now, all these years later, I can hear them too, 

their fossils loud in time, their displacements of space 

a memorial of space, the accumulated parings 

of what our childhoods disturbed. Sleepy in the moments 
of our moments, how could we be awake 

to the violence of our artless games? Those green 

barley darts we threw were undoing the world, were easing 


earth asunder. We played on, bright as summer. 
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Kathryn Crowley’s words are inspired by vivid dreams, nature, 
and personal experiences. Her poems and features have appeared 
in anthologies, journals, newspapers, and online since 2015. She 
has also edited and published collections by two multigenerational 
writing groups. Kathryn also works as a tutor. She has sustained 
a lifelong art practice. See www.solaskc.com. 
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Toothache and the Hoohah 


By the river I do not want to ponder us, humanity 

yet it is impossible not to. 

Today is just like this; my mind insists on wading towards an ocean 
of thought 

while little waves shimmer on a brown silken stream 

as if a shawl had slipped from the shoulders of an oak 

to fall to earth then become kinetic, liquid, majestic, 

and modest despite being embellished with dabs of golden light. 
Huge tree roots grow beneath the path 

as glowing creativity glues all that I encounter 

in a bright new collage, mixing past memories with here and now. 
Rivers move in one direction 

arteries of Ireland seeking the Atlantic, 

but artistic currents flow from head to heart and back again, 
erratic and determined. 

‘They pass through my belly to tickle my feet 

paint both wellies lilac then gush down to Waterford 

turn back — in no rush — barefoot to swim through my Limerick 
ribcage 

before strolling up hill to this skull 

dragging soggy wet towels of fun through my brain 

flip-flop, flip-flop 

stopping only to construct a trampoline then bounce around in my 
jaw 

for as long as it takes. 

So here I am 

Dont test me father for I have spinned. 


It’s been three weeks since my last expression. 
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Marie Studer was a winner in the Trocdire Poetry Ireland 
Competition, twice a winner in Bangor Ekphrastic Poetry Challenge 
and shortlisted in the North West Words Poetry Competition. 
Her poetry has been published in the Stony Thursday Book, ‘The 
Waxed Lemon, Dreich Press, Bangor Literary Journal, online and 
local anthologies. 
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November in Berlin 


Silent, since reading letters and diaries 

In the underground museum, we approach 
Bebel Platz to a biting east breeze. 

We observe the quadrangle: 

Library, cathedral, opera house and palace, 
Look around for the purpose of our journey — 
Join others looking down at paving, 

The symmetry disturbed by a glass plate 
Sealed and toughened to shield a room 
Of empty white shelves. 

Flickers of cloud reflect wisps of grey, 

As if to grieve those charred life stories, 
Those Dewey branded spines. 

Heine’s words etched on bronze slabs — 
Where they burn books, 

‘They will, in the end, burn people too. 

We hold hands, no words exchanged, 
Leave the polished square. 
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Jeff Kaliss is a music journalist and creative writer based in San 
Francisco, California, and originally from Bar Harbor, Maine. 
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Flutter 


‘The sweet of Schumann's Papillons, it seems 
my mother’s fingers on my future joy, 
a comfort in what comes again in dreams: 


a man embracing what began a boy. 


My mother’s fingers on my future joy; 

she reaches for what’s not now hers to touch: 
a man embracing what began a boy 

and what he’s held for life, but not too much. 


She reaches towards what’s not quite hers to touch, 
(my loving wife, my partner in these things,) 

she tries to hear the summonings and such, 

the longing towards which pretty whimsy sings. 


My loving wife, my partner in this place, 
will lie with me till breakfast, and till bone, 
and if I can, Pll make it sound a grace: 


the shared sweet of Schumann's Papillons. 
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Tim Cunningham grew up in Limerick and was educated at C.B.S. 
John Street and Sexton Street and Birkbeck College London. He 
worked mainly in education in Ireland, England and America. His 
ninth collection, Zangents, is due out with Salmon Poetry. 
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Failte 


Relentless, the apocalyptic horsemen 
Bear down on the child 
Who carries precious futures in his hands. 


But who will rein in those horses 

While he flees without a star to guide him, 
No pillar of cloud by day, 

Nor pillar of fire by night, no sign 

At the crossroads saying “This Way 

To a Land of Milk and Honey.’ 


He runs on fear and an instinct to survive. 


Imagination cannot turn him to a bird or fish 
Escaping the huge nets of borders, 

The barbed wire fences and security guards 
Of governments, strangers to compassion. 
And his murdered parents cannot pay a bribe. 


What kindness will reach out 

And shield him from the bullets, 

Pluck him from the overcrowded boat, 

‘This child who brings no gold or frankincense or myrrh 
But challenges each country to define itself, 

Interrogate its soul? 


Will Lady Liberty welcome him 

Or will she too plead compassion fatigue? 

Will Ireland’s grottoes, Marian shrines and holy wells 
Remember hunger and coffin ships, 

Or is ‘Céad Mile Failte’ just for the tourists? 


Listen to their thunder. 
Those apocalyptic hooves are gathering pace. 


What kindness will embrace the child cupping 
The future like a hurt bird in his hands? 


42 


Brian Kirk has published a poetry collection After The Fall (Salmon 
Poetry, 2017) and a short fiction chapbook Is Not Me, It’s You 
(Southword Editions, 2019). His poem Birthday won Poem of the Year 
at the Irish Book Awards 2018. He blogs at www. briankirkwriter.com. 
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Seaside Fools 


We are fools who live beside the sea, 

we do not know the names of birds 

who feed along the water’s edge. 

‘The fish that live beneath the waves are unknown 
to us, the vegetation too; for us it’s all seaweed, 

a smelly nuisance strewn across the hard sand 
where we walk our dogs each day under pewter 
skies, the island in the distance, sometimes nearer, 
sometimes far away, depending on conditions 
which we take no notice of unless to bring a rain-proof 
coat or hat and scarf. We are seaside dwellers, 
fools to ours and future generations, we cannot 


tell if the tide is coming in or going out. 


Rachel Coventry’s poems appear in The North, The Moth, Abridged, 
Poetry Ireland Review, Stand, The Irish Times, and The Shop. Her 
debut collection Afternoon Drinking in the Jolly Butchers (2018) is 
published by Salmon Poetry. 
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You Pretend Nothing is Wrong 


All those sunshine words 
and in their shadow, the other you. 


Let’s not get into what’s true 


(You left me to my dereliction.) 


but we all live in two houses 


no matter what we do. 


In the end, all my mother 


wanted was to sleep in her own home 


I said but Mum, this is your house. 
No, she said, what about the other one? 
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Bryan Franco is a poet/spoken word performer from Brunswick, 
Maine who has been writing since the 1990’s. He was a member 
of the Portland Maine Rhythmic Cypher slam team that competed 
in the 2014 National Poetry Slam in Oakland, California and is 
also a painter, sculptor, gardener, and culinary genius. 
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Bamboo Who 


Knock, knock...My name is Bamboo. 
I am a rigid weed 

you must clear cut several times a year. 
If you plant me, 

I will invade your space. 

I can expand from thicket to forest 

in record time. 

It’s not my fault that Gaia or God 

or whoever created me 

pieced me together with 

the blood and guts 

that compose my being. 


You can harvest my body 

for your floors and furniture 

and make paper, clothing, 

or thousand-thread-count sheets 

with the fibers you extract from my soul. 
If you use me for charcoal, 

your slow-smoked meats will be 

as sweet as Tupelo honey 

and tender as a Van Morrison song. 

I may not be as pretty as a Crepe Myrtle, 
and yes, 

I multiply like rabbits 

and overstay my welcome, 

but you can drill holes in me, 

and finally learn to play the flute 

like you always wanted to. 
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Phil Lynch lives in Dublin. His poems have appeared in a range 
of literary journals and anthologies. He is a regular performer at 
poetry/spoken word events and festivals in Ireland and beyond. 
His poetry collection, In a Changing Light (Salmon Poetry), was 
published in 2016. 
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Surge 


I hear the water foaming 
beyond the cold cold mountain 


it froths a rising murmur 


ofa stormy surge to come 


a thunder of emotion 
builds deep beneath the surface 


we trundle towards disaster 


in a blur of damning news 


frustrated by allegiance 
to the leadership of some 


deniers of the science 
and the truth it has defined 


I hear the water roaring 
in the anguish of a child 


I sense the mountain coming 


while we scramble final words 
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Jan Claire Starkey taught English at the secondary school level 
and education courses at the college graduate level. Her poems 
have been published in the anthology, The Music of the Aztecs, edited 
by David B. Churchill, and Minimus, a literary journal. She likes 
to paint, take photographs, and create collages. 
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Terrarium 


Ahead of her, ankle-deep in shadowy creek water— 
Tim Brown and Mick McElroy in idle, fall weather. 


‘This part of the woods, thick with broken branches 


and brambles, she'd never seen yet. She sought 


to catch salamanders for a terrarium, a project 
for science class, little pets free for the fetching— 


the streams cool, sunless flows worth a fever after? 


Whitligigs, roly-polies, lacewings, backswimmers. 


Encyclopedia photographs didn’t prepare for this. 
Beneath rocks hid crayfish the size of lobsters— 


crustaceans in shallow pools and dwarf pockets. 


‘They feed on leaf tea, moss, ferns, algae, wildflowers. 


Unidentifiable isopods shedding their cuticles. 
Three million years, breathing with swimming limbs. 


“What’s inside a worm?” she thought. 


“Where is the moon when it doesn’t appear?” 


She trudged in the back of the line, turn for turn, 
scarcely far enough to see around each corner. 


Her bare feet, cut from sharp stones, disregarded— 
so she could keep up with the boys. 
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Majella Haugh is a poet living with disability in Limerick. Her 
writing has given her a sense of purpose and joy, especially during 
the pandemic. She was a finalist in the Desmond O’Grady 
International Poetry Competition and has been published at 
home, in the UK and US. 
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Hey Jung Do You Want to be Exposed in a Freudian Slip 


Tam not what I seem 

a blur a cautionary tale 

theoretically or morally unresolved yet 
existing as you see in the space between 
There’s no puzzle for you to disentangle 
no set of Russian dolls to open 

as behind a town clock breaks into a sweat 
I sit unrepentant soaked in liniment 


cough drop breath 


Rumoured in my heyday 
to have been an adulterer’s friend 
fireplace stained ash pink 


from burning love letters 


But between you me and the evergreens 
dying of thirst here 
my supply of patience 


is running dangerously low 


So let me make it clear 

I’m all for incorporating my shadow 
so go ahead and search 

I am so unphotographed 


not even a negative of a negative of me exists 
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Joe Healy as a boy in County Limerick often wondered what it 
would be like to join a circus but never pursued his dreams. Still 
there are parallels today. Joe juggles his life of work, family and 
writing. Every Summer Joe sets up camp in Kerry and entertains 
the crowds at poetry readings in Tralee and at Listowel Writers. 
His work has been featured in anthologies such as Sex¢et, I Live 
in Michael Hartnett and Voices from the Cave. In 2013 Limerick 
Writer’s Centre/ Revival Press published his first collection Soft as 
Rainbow. He has been published in Crannog, Bare Hands and Mystic 
Nebula. Healy’s motto when writing is “There is no safety net.” 
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Laws of Attraction 


Two of my old girlfriends are dead now. 
Both lived near water. 

Fuchsia grew by the Shannon. 

I drove through blizzards, ice and fog, 
for a kiss and cuddle. 

What are the laws of attraction? 

Rain flows up the windshield. 

What is the curse of genius? 

Up there, in the attic of my mind 
where vinyl records are stored. 

‘They smile at me now, loves I lost. 
Queens of Heart, to Ace of Spades. 
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Morag Anderson is a Scottish poet. Her debut chapbook, Sin Is 
Due to Open in a Room Above Kitty’ (Fly on the Wall Press, 2021) 
explores human connections. Her poetry appears in Finished 
Creatures, Popshot Quarterly, The Broken Spine Arts Collective, and 
The Scotsman as well as several anthologies. 
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On Meeting My Twelve-Year-Old Self 


She’s throwing bricks, splintering the door 
of the lad who calls her Pape-Slag-Bitch. 


She wears anger like blood— 
a constant throb beneath the surface— 
seeping through second-hand clothes 


loose as yellow bandages. 


She joins ¢he yellow cushion club, 

thinks it will help her talk proper; 

doesn't know she'll be met with laughter 
from the teacher with an appetite for shame. 


I tell her to rise early, look directly 

at the grapefruit sun, declare it no longer bitter; 
give shape to rage with pencil on paper, 

don’t play with the cards dealt. 


For now, she’s listening to no-one, 


least of all herself. 
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Kevin Higgins is described in the 2016 The Stinging Fly magazine 
as “likely the most read living poet in Ireland.” His poems have 
been quoted in The Daily Telegraph, The Independent, The Times 
(London), Hot Press, The Daily Mirror, on The Vincent Browne 
Show, and read aloud by film director Ken Loach at a political 
meeting in London. His sixth full collection of poems Ecstatic will 
be published by Salmon in March of next year. 
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‘The Implicated 


We are all implicated. 

Our jokes about it convict us. 

Though its name was hardly ever mentioned 
and when it was 

it sounded like the shriek 

of a plate breaking 

on a quiet Saturday afternoon 

kitchen floor 


when no such shrieking was scheduled. 


We have never officially heard of it. 
And certainly didn’t know 

it was still going on. 

And if we did 

had forgotten 


as we were told to. 


‘Though the new type of policeman 
appointed to investigate 

things like this 

knows from the look of us 

we knew, 

though the extent of our involvement 


is as yet undetermined. 


And from the cut of him 
we know 

he certainly knew 

and was probably there 


while some of it was happening. 
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Emma Jo Black is a Paris-born poet and visual artist. They bridge 
seas through poetry and cultural anthropology, investigating 
migration paths and experiences of liminality. They have worked 
with indigenous leaders in Colombia, wept on many Paris bridges 
and stalked the streets of Dublin as a vampire. 
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Silver Spoon 


my privilege leaves a taste of metal on my tongue 

it’s a cold burn, a feeling I would rather do without 

my privilege buys a ticket to the cinema 

and sees itself reflected on the screen 

indeed, my privilege is the main character of every story 
my privilege always wins when it plays 


always wins, watches everyone else lose and calls it a win 


my privilege feels safer with the cops around 
walks into the supermarket and isn’t followed 
walks through the train station and isn't stopped 
my privilege is never told to face the wall 

never puts its hands up, gets home safe anyway 


my privilege knows where it’s sleeping tonight 

my privilege has never doubted, even for a second 

that it would have a bed to sleep in tonight 

my privilege fits into all the clothes in the clothing store 
fits into so many spaces, 

my privilege is so used to feeling safe 

it can't imagine being a threat to any of the spaces it’s in 


my privilege is so privileged 

it thinks it would rather do without its privilege 

my privilege thinks everyone else has a colour except it 
thinks it’s not written all over my face 

thinks it doesn’t weigh on my tongue as I speak 

my privilege looks into the mirror 

and doesn’t notice the mirror 


because the only face it’s ever seen reflected was its own. 
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Ciaran O’Rourke is a previous winner of the Cuirt New Irish 
Writing Award and the Fish Poetry Prize. O’Rourke lives in 
Galway. His collection, The Buried Breath, was published in 2018, 
and his pamphlet, G/ass Life, in 2021. He runs the online archive, 
www.islandsedgepoetry.net. More information about his work is 
available at www.ragpickerpoetry.net. 
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excerpt from “The Book of Salt” 


Where do they go, 
the storm in the sun, 
the bitten skin, 

the long dark 
hungering 

we lived within, yes, 
by day, by night, 

a twilit time, 

the blazing moon 
our witness — kissed 
through risen 

rooms again, again, 
and again the endless 
dram, replenishing.... 
Before our 
numbered bones 
burn out, oh bring 
me your cup 

of clearest water, 

let me drink 

from the poem 


of your lips. 
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Fergus Hogan’s poetry has been published in The Irish Times, 
Channel, and The Waxed Lemon. In 2019 his chapbook, Bittern 
Cry, was published, while Crow Magic was commended in the 
Fool for Poetry International Chapbook Competition. His poem 
Consent won Waterford’s inaugural spoken word and slam poetry 
competition in 2018. 
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Sionnach 


I met the Fox near Tesco car park 

crossing the footbridge by TK Maxx 

early in the morning, coming home 

from a place I shouldn't have been, 

out all night on the other side of town. 

He saw me trying to hide from myself 

in the sharp half-light and shadows of dawn. 
Ha-ha, he snapped: I know what youre at 

on the right road at the wrong time, 

going the wrong way — you sly bastard! 

and you a married man with a wife and child. 
I kept my head down, my eyes focused 

on the ground; my walk of shame. 
Hunker-sliding my way home. 

‘The stink of sweaty sin hanging in the air. 
He barked at me again: Who are you kidding, 
the smell of deceit off your skin. 

You can try to fool others 

but you cant fool yourself — you fool! 

and when I looked back, he turned away, 
gave me the cold shoulder, proud as you like. 
‘The swish of his tail in the morning sun. 
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Sean Smith lives in Dublin and has been published in a number 
of journals, including 14 magazine, Firewords, The Poetry Bus and 
Skylight 47. Sean was a featured reader on Not The Time To Be Silent. 
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Miles Away 


As clean as a Parisian sunrise, 

the sound coloured the air. 

Took what was given and ran with it, 
notes and chords stretched 


until a transparent blue. 


‘The cool sound compressed 

into a modal structure impossible to write 
so how could the band play? 

Piano, bass and drums sketched 

a rhythm between the notes, 

saxophone layered within and 

a breathless trumpet, 

high-end, tempered, 


a Milestone out front. 
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Tony Humbleyard is a sculptor and socially engaged artist, living 
and working on the island of Unst most northerly of the Shetland 
Isles. He moved to an old Lighthouse Shorestation in 2005 to 
establish a studio and embedded residency of walking/collecting/ 
carrying/sculpting/layering/sounds/images/words/dance. 
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Usehistories 016 


Conjuring clouds/ 

On the Archipelago of forgetting/ 

‘The drought comes quietly/ 

the browning of a leaf/ 

an empty bog pool. 

A transgression of Hungry Ghosts/ 

In camper vans 

their rootless minds/ 

unsettling the territory. 

An inverted compass dropped by the path/ 
a Situationist token?/ 

Picking through the remnants of Indra’s net/ 
This is Limbo/ 

tethered to a past that never was. 

On the hill/ 

the radar dome shuns the heavens/ 
knowing only fear....... 

One last time/ 

We cast the bones/ 


Reaching into the auguries. 
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Siobhan Potter is a verbal artist whose practice, centered in 
relationship, explores the capacity of oral epic poetic form to 
midwife experience. Siobhan has poetry published in oral and 
print form. 
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...the worst of forgetting is remembering time permeable seconds 
grenaded on awakening by griefs unctuous seepage like the ocean 
seeps tsunami that kind of seep who left whom important in the 
cellular insanity of breath cannibalising breath backpedalling to 
forgetting every day until the day it’s over you don't know if you 
have forgotten or remember but it’s over Probably Until somebody 
else happens to you... 
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Jessica Brown is originally from Texas and now lives in County 
Clare. Her poetry collection is And Say, and her children’s novel 
is The River Boy. With research interests in narrative and affect 
theories as well as ecological humanities, she is nearing completion 
of her PhD in Creative Writing at the University of Limerick. 
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I Sawa Sparrow in the Sky 


birdwing in October — 
a bird wings its way across 
the month — 


when Time turns 
cranberry-colored, reminds 


us: 
lose heart, take heart 


even things with good roots 
lose leaves 


roots like arms gripping 


the ground — I know 
gripping — 


how else to stay cleaved 


to the planet in its coursing? 


to un-cleave ... what is that? 

the sparrow lifts 

the autumn leaf, it falls 

like a note from the flute or violin 
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D’or Seifer lives in Limerick, Ireland. She contributes to poetry 
gatherings such as Fi/i an Ti Bhdin and Over the Edge. D'or co-runs 
the online poetry series Lime Square Poets. Her work has recently 
appeared in Skylight 47, Lothlorien Poetry Journal, Abridged, and 
Ink Sweat €&& Tears. 
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Swan Exposé 


Sociopathic black billed swans 
threaten, honk at the ducks 
twerking over knobbly legs, 
lay claim to the Shannon. 
That’s where the big bread is 
and they are river royalty. 


‘They stretch their necks forward 

a changing-of-the-guard in single file. 

They must maintain the proper spacing of the bevy— 
front and back— 

no fowl dare approach. Underwater 

furious kicking disguised by outward grace, 
machinations no longer hidden on the banks. 


Showing off their wingspans in their envy of angels, 
swans are the avians who bemoan 

call out a slight— 

How dare those philistines freeze our image 


for banquets while eating common duck? 


‘They pose, pruning underbelly, 

leg stretched up, yoga-flexible. 
Crotchety, they waddle to the water, 
littering the pathway with down 
scattering pigeons with serrated beaks, 
narrow-eyed, 


territorial. 
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Frances Browner is a creative writing tutor based in Greystones, 
Co. Wicklow. Her poems have been featured in many journals 
and anthologies, on poetry walls and trails, and a haiku got first 
prize in Dun Laoghaire Local Voices 2020. 
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Age of Innocence 
For the Tuam babies 


Promise you won't tell anyone 

‘Their dirty linen is on the line 

An age of innocence has gone. 
Forgive me father for what I done 
To commit a sin is not a crime 
Promise you won't tell anyone. 
Made to believe I was in the wrong 
Made to leave home before my time 
My age of innocence all gone. 
Instead of a sister, I had a nun 

Who left me on my own to pine 
And to promise not to tell anyone. 
My labour pains went on so long 

I thought that I was surely dyin’ 

My age of innocence well gone. 

You pulled from me what was mine 
in the name of Mary, Mother Divine 
Made me promise not to tell anyone 


Your age of innocence long gone. 
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Fred Johnston has published eight collections of poetry, four 
novels and two volumes of short stories. He has received awards 
from the Hennessy Literary Awards, Arts Council of Northern 
Ireland and The Arts Council of Ireland. His collection of poetry, 
Rogue States, was published from Salmon Poetry in 2019. 
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Heron 


Odd place to hang out, a city canal 
Stiff as Stop-sign 
Disciplined, drilled youd think 


Tourists trying to get him to smile 
A waste of time 


A sense of duty, rare these days 


You might envy him, or something 
In you envy him 


‘That stillness shamanic, pure ashram 


Stuff, pure Sixties, pure Mary Jane 
Rock-steady, far 
Out, watchful, focused, water-eyed 


Let the ripples come to you — 


Reed-legs, arrogant, 


Priesty even; spear-head, luminous. 
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Kim Ports Parsons has been a professor, public-school teacher, and 
librarian. Now she lives near Shenandoah National Park, tends a 
garden, and listens for poems. Her work appears in The Blue Nib 
and The Banyan Review and many journals. She volunteers weekly 
for Cultivating Voices LIVE Poetry. 
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The Anglerfish 


lurks a mile or more down, 

crescent mouth gaping, a funhouse door. 
Jealous purveyor, eyes like metal snaps, 
the anglerfish carries its mates around, 


attached, permanent appendages, 
money bags stuffed full and tied shut, 
hanging from a belt, supplicants 

who give up everything but hunger. 


Around the crowded waiting room, 
a woman fills out forms, 

a man watches TV. Meanwhile, 

the anglerfish is bloated and orange 


in the undersea camera’s flash 
on the next page, fins 

like tiny broken hands, 

dorsal a ridge of scythes. 


Appearing to drift, suspended, 
fanged, a nightmare balloon. 
‘The lure’s the thing, I learn. 
Infected light of bacterial guest, 


bewitching bait dangling down, 
twinkling porch light on a dark night, 
carnival gold. Small fish and shrimp 
are drawn by the glamour, 


even creatures twice its size 

(my name is called but I read to the last) — 

the anglerfish stretches its maw wide 

and swallows them whole, still dazzled by the lie. 
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Lauren O’Donovan is an Irish writer recently published by The 
Echo, A New Ulster, The Galway Review, and The Quarryman. She 
was also featured at the 2021 Sligo Arts Festival for her poem, 
Burlesque. Lauren is the editor of The Same Page and co-founder 
of Lime Square Poets. 
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And She Flew 


With plastic teardrops on soft fingertips, 
we hot glue coloured craft feathers 

to a cut-out frame. I stick and she snips 
semiplumes to lay, each slightly longer 
until time for those washed and dried: 
grey seagull contour and flight feathers 
we collected together at low-tide 

along with mottled plumes from the plover. 
Nearly there, we bend them in a gentle 
curve to look like the wings of a real bird, 
and use glitter duct-tape guided by pencil 
to attach braided straps to matboard. 

She raises one arm up, then the other — 


Unaware, I fasten wings on my child’s shoulders. 
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Ciaran O’Driscoll lives in Limerick. He is a member of Aosdana 
and has published ten books of poetry, a memoir and a novel. 
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Requirements 


It’s simply not enough to be a poet, 

soaring aloft on purely verbal wings. 

You need to clean your smile with Maxident 
and do a thousand non-poetic things. 


Feed lemon Swiss roll to a distempered dog 
who turns the head away from other food — 
that also is imperative, to relieve 


the poor tyke’s journey to the other world. 


As for the man who hates weddings, you must 
give him a modicum of recognition 

as he stands outside the door of the hotel 
beside a hearse parked in the pouring rain. 


You need to clean your smile with Maxident, 
feed lemon Swiss roll to distempered dogs, 
respect the man who noisily announces 


his beef with weddings to a funeral hearse. 


You need to watch the doings of a field 
for whatever time it takes (are you still not dead?) 
You need to wait until the noise-makers 


are banished and the music can be heard. 
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Tayve Neese’s work has appeared in journals and anthologies around 
the United States and abroad. Her collection of poems Blood to Fruit 
was published in 2015. She has two full-length forthcoming poetry 
collections: evolution psalms and Locust. Neese is Co-founder and 
Co-executive Editor of Trio House Press and Primary Editor of The 
Banyan Review, an international, online journal. Neese currently, 
resides on a barrier island off the coast of Florida. 
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What’s Gone Missing in this Age of Satellites & Viruses 


the last telephone booth 
which stood empty for two decades, 


housed 1980's graffiti. 


Once, from this spot, while drunk, 
I spoke to my lover at dusk, 


watched the park’s carousel 


make its eternal circle. 


In a storm I called my mother, 


now ash, from this metal 


box shaped like a coffin 
for a wealthy man. 


I hear there is still one phone booth 
in Japan where people 


talk to their dead, 
but it is the living who need 


to listen when I say 
they took the phone booth 


and the old carousel 
with its painted horses, 


shelters of my former life 


made of music, voices. 
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